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HE 0:DN-T SAY MUCh.. JUST AS t^EOf^E. 
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TNAT'5 TW£ HOMSRE who put LEFTV'S GUI 
H/IND OUT o' BUSINESS, DOBiE' 
I RECOSN/ze HIS WOaSE.' 
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= N£ ci^SEEN THE RE-AL HAZEL. 

CT N 5 T I Sure know the one autuvs 
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PULU INTO '-lOSE TEeES,J*KE,'dFTEe 
Tt-C STASe eCES 5V WE'LL 5WIN 
AN P^,\ UP Tr4E M^RTlf^ J 




'TWAS THE NISHT ED MflET/N WAS KILLED.' Tt:AT BiRO 
AN' A COUPLA OTHEBS WEBE STANCIM' CN TUG 
^IDEWAL-K WHEN ED CODE jnto TOWN 




THEV GRINWED WHe^JTHE'^' SAW MlM Ain S4 
I SCMETHIN' ABOUT GO N WUNT N ' T^EN 
RCDc OJTA TOWN ' 








A TBLeGRAM roE wo! 

i^B JENKS SAiD IT WAS 
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THrtTS WMERE MVOuD FgiEND SHEBiCF BO&weer' 
Lives/ I SL/BE HOPE HE igNT iN aNV tpoljSlE 




SADDLE CHAMP.CURLV, WHILE I GETMVW4E 
0AeS^ I MlSMT HAVE TO ST4V IN ALT4 MESA 
QUITE d WHILE.' 
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you GUESSED IT, AUTRV.' } THE MieUT K|DER 

The NOTE'S gone; wmo y he mustatholjsht 
coULDA Stolen IT? _^ it was an important 
Clue- Even [F THE 





A1AVBE WE CAN REACH SMELTEC BE-ORe / 
THE STORM BREAKS' 



WHATCHA STOPP M PEf? GENE " / I GOT A PLAN' 
AlWTf^EAG TWe, SMACK ' ^..-^ ILL RIDE ONTO 
MA^S AN PRETEND 
"-^ LOST IN TUe 
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SONNA SEEM LON&' / OET BUSV LOOKlN 
WAITiN IN THE BAlN'y FOR THE BANK 
CASH THEN' IF 
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SOI*JNA SET TH-^T 
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GET :NTHE SUNK/ I'LL. £iv VaJ'(?e BAD 
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1 1 c \\vo m(_n f 3ced each other grim 
ly. rhod Kane sot eabily on his black 
horse, his thin lips hard, his narrowed 
eyes cold. Jim Lewis stood on the sun- 
baked earth of the ranch yard, his leon 
face pole under its ton as he looked up 
at the other man. 

"You've got till noon tomorrow to 
hand over the one thousand dol'ors 
cosh you owe me, Lewis." Thod Kane's 
voice was os cold as his eyes. "At one 
minute past noon my boys'll be heoded 
out here to take over this spread." 

Kane swung the huge, black stallion 
around and a mirthless smile curved 
his thin lips. "Why don't you ask your 
.wife for the cash, Jim?" he asked. 
"She's got plenty." 

"You leave my wife outa this!" Now 
Jim's pole cheeks were flushed with 
anger. 

"Okay," Kane nodded. "That's your 
business. But you oughta know bet- 
ter'n to ploy poker with me, Jim!" 

"I didn't ploy poker with you, and 
you know I didn't!" Jim's voice was 
hoarse. 

"I've got a heap of witnesses." 

"Sure! All your hired gun slingers, 
paid to swear to your lies ! ' 

Kane sneered. "I suppose you were- 
n't even in the Eldorado the other 
night." 

"I wos there, all right," Jim admit- 
ted. "I went in to get o bite to eat! You 
doped my coffee, Kane! Then, while I 
was out cold, you framed this phony 
poker loss to get hold of my ranch. 
You've wanted this spread for a long 
time." 

"Sure I hove! An' if you'd been 
smart, you'd have sold it to mt. Now I 



get the ranch, an' /ou get nothin', ur>* 
less Jed Casey's ghost helps you oul." 
Kane's glance flashed post Jim to a 
low, round hill rising bnck of the rovich 
house. Then he spurred his horse out 
of the yard. 

When distance hod swallowed the 
black horse, Jim turned to store at the 
low hill topped by two mesquite trees. 
According to legend, Jed Casey's ghost 
rode up there when the moon was full. 
Most folks said the ghost was hunting 
for the gold )ed hod been carrying the 
night the Newlin brothers dry-gulched 
him. Others declared the ghost was try- 
ing to lead someone to the spot where 
the Newiins had hidden Jed's gold b:^'- 
fore the low caught up with them Jed 
hod left no survivors so the goJd v/ould 
belong to its finder! Jim hod seorched* 
the hill many times but hqd never turn- 
ed up anything remotely resembling o 
gold piece. Everyone had laughed at 
him, including his own wife, Lucy, 

He heord the screen door squeak and 
turned to face Lucy. One look told him 
that she hod heard everything. 

"Reckon you'd better start pockin', 
honey," he said. "This rar»ch isn't_go- 
in' to be a very safe place from now 
on." 

She came close to hfm, put her hand 
on his arm. "You know I won't go owoy 
and leove you to foce this alone, Jim. 
If you'd only use some of my money. 
I—" 

"No, Lucy, When your po accused 
me of morryin' you for yore cosh, I 
swore I'd never touch a cent of it, I'd 
rather go down before Kone's bullets 
than take your rnoney!" 

Lucy's lip quivered. "You're mighty 
stubborn, Jim, but I guess I under- 
stand Can't thm tow do anything to 
Kone?" 



"No. It's plumb hopeless, unless . . ." 
His eyes turned toward the low, round 
hin . . . "unless Jed Casey's ghost turns 
up the gold for me!" He looked back 
at her. "Now ! think I'll take o little 
ride around the ranch for the lost — " 

"Don't soy it, Jim," she broke in. 
"Just go on and take your ride. I'll be 
waiting for you." 

All afternoon he rode slowly around 
his ranch. It was night when, at last, 
he turned toward the low, round hill 
and the mesquite frees, and they were 
bathed in the light of the full moon. 
He was neoring the slope when he 
heard a horse's hoofs, A moment later, 
he sow the rider. The man was headed 
for the hill and he was riding a dun- 
colored mustang! Jed Casey's ghost 
was supposed to ride that kind of a 
horse. 

For a moment, Jim sot silently, his 
body tense. Then he urged Ginger for- 
ward. But, as Ginger's pace increased, 
so did thot of the dun horse. When J im 
reached the foot of the hill, the strange 
rider was disappearing over the crest, 
and the hoofbeats seemed to stop. Jim 
■kept on up the hill. He knew that he 
had not imagined that rider! 

But, when he reached the hilltop, 
there was no sign of the horseman. IHe 
slid from the saddle and began to 
search the ground for tracks. He cir- 
cled the mesquite trees slowly. Sudden- 
ly he stumbled over a large, flat rock 
hidden in a patch of shadow. The im- 
pact shifted the rock. And, in the 
moonlight, he sow the glint of metal ! 

He bent and with shaking fingers he 
picked up a twenty-dollar gold piece. 
In a daze, he lifted the rock. Under it 
lay a pair of rotted saddlebags. 
Through the shredded leather, Jim sow 
more of the golden coins. He hod found 
Jed Casey's gold! 

When Jim burst into the house a 
short time later, Lucy was sitting by 
the fire, wrapped in a long, full dress- 
ing gown. 

"Look, honey!" he shouted, running 
to her. "I found Casey's gold! There 
must be a coupla thousand dollars in 
these saddlebags!" 

Lucy's eyes widened as he spilled 



gold pieces into her lap. "Jim! Where 
did you — " 

"I found it up under the mesquite 
trees. It's a miracle, Lucy! First, I'll 
payoff Kane. Then I'll spread the word 
that I'll pay plenty for the truth about 
that phony poker game. Somebody'll 
talk if they know there's cosh in if for 
'em!" He took her bonds and pulled 
her to her feet. 

Suddenly his voice troiled away and 
his laughter died. He was staring at 
Lucy. Her'dressing gown hod ported, 
disclosing the riding boots and jeans 
she wos wearing under the robe. 

"Lucy!" Jim's voice was horsh. "It 
was you, ridin' that dun-colored horse! 
You put that gold up there to trick 
me!" 

Lucy shook her head. "You're half 
right, Jim," she said slowly. "I WAS the 
rider you saw and I was going to put a 
thousand dollars in gold on the hill 
where you would find it. I got the 
money from the bank this afternoon. 
But I didn't have time to hide my gold 
because you end Ginger came too soon. 
What you found was really Jed Casey's 
hidden gold." 

"I don't believe that story, Lucy," 
Jim began. "You're only trying to moke 
it easy for m'e." 

"Wait, Jim," Lucy smiled. She turn- 
ed and took a full money bog from the 
wall closet. 

When Lucy opened the bag and Jim 
sow the gold pieces inside, he could not 
speak. He could only smile, but Lucy 
understood. 
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